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CRITICAL TRIFLES, 2 


Familiar Epistle I 


To | £ — 
JOHN FISHER, Esg. LL. D. 4 


CoMMISSIONER FOR THE SPANISH PRIZES; 


BY THE Tata 

Rev. CHARLES EDWARD STEWART, fe"; ; 
AUTHOR OF a CoLLECTION or TRIFLES IN VERSE. ö be. 
In mala. Horace. | 

O THAT MINE ADVERSARY HAD WRITTEN A Book. ; 
x . 1 | 3 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


Abrupt exordium.—Address to Dr. FisHER,—The Doctor's multitudinous 
titles and multifarious employments,—Dispenser of affidavits, Distributor 
of licences, —Dissolver of marriages, —Adjuration of the Doctor. —Sad cata- 
logue of the hardships of Poets —PETER PuURITAN's strong religious scruples. 
— The Author's feeble answer. —Republicans and Royalists justly disgusted.— 
Lord HoLLymock's dignified objections.— The Author's humble apology.— 
Major WEATHERCOCK'S steadiness.—PosiTIvz's mildness and perseverance. 
—BRAINLESS'S ill luck —RANTER's dramatic idea. Dick Y DisTiCn's po- 
etical powers. —Politeness of [Ack SuxLY.—Opposite sentiments of BILLY 
DASHER and PHiL FRx1G1D.—Expectations of QUz GENUs.— Homer wrote 
the Zneid.—K1iT CockeR's arithmetic,—A notable instance of Squirish 
ceconomy,—Cruel imposition upon the Subscribers, who get nothing for the 
immense sum of five $hillings,—The Author's merriment and sorrow.—Lady 
LorTy's condescending conjecture. Mrs. RovGEe-DRAGoN's complaint and ; 
consolation.— Mrs. CanpouR's friendly offices, —Maids, Widows and Wives 
in a passion.— Miss Sor SUGARCANE'S correct taste for reading, —Miss 
Funny FATARMIN'S positive refusal.— The Widow QUICKLACKIT'S exem- 
plary patience, —Mrs. N1MINIPIMINY'S doubts removed by the Captain,— 
Her gratitude and sensible discovery,—Origin of the Order of the Garter. -& 
hint to the Ladies, —-SMELLFUNGUs's wholsome and kind advice ungratefully 
rejected, —Speed and alacrity of GapaBouT,—PoMeoso's just and compre- 
hensive sentence.—Sickness of the MixROR.—Water-gruel of the Bx1Ti1SH 
CRITIc. Poor imitation of the Bath Guide.—The various powers and talents 
of Anstey,—The Author's occupations as florist and gleaner.— His wishes and 
rewards.—Approved by WAappinGToN, FiSHER, CAMPBELL, BUNBURY, 


BuRKE, and a Lady without a name, —Lines to his Daughters. 


ERRATUM. 


In page 10, the three lines in a parenthesis ſhould have 
been inserted. 


Ah luckless subscribers, you're shamefully treated, 
Thus stripp'd of five shillings, bamboozled and cheated! 
Those, 1 mean, who their copies have paid for and got, 
Not those, who more prudently hedg'd to their lot, 
And put down their names, but their money have not. 


A subscription so large &c. 


A 


FAMILIAR EPISTLE 


10 
JOHN FISHER, Esg. LL. D. 


Bencher of Gray's Inn, Commissary of the Univeteity of Cambridge, Commissioner 
for the Spanish Prizes, c. &c. | 


Si vacat exiguis rebus adesse Jovi. 
— RR 


*AND will you, my dear FISHER, with patience attend 
To the laughable sorrows and cares of a friend, 
An unfortunate bard, whom each blockhead abuses, 


By Phoebus rejected, and scorn'd by the Muses? 


* Dr. Johnson, the liberal and candid critic of all cotemporary merit, has this 
observation on Gray's Bard. © Of the first stanza the abrupt beginning has been 
celebrated, but technical beauties can give praise only to the inventor. It is in the 
power of any man to rush abruptly upon his subject that has read the ballad of 
Johnny Armstrong, Is there ever a man in all Scotland?“ Such was the source 
from which Gray undoubtedly stole the „Ruin seize thee, ruthless King,“ of his 
ode, but he was not ingenuous enough to acknowledge the theft; and perhaps it 


might never have been discovered, had not the deep researches of the Doctor de- 
tected it, 


| 
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i 


* 


* 
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By what name shall I hail you your humble addresser, 
A. M. LL. Dy, Fellow}, Judge|| or Assessor{? 
Whether call'd by your office you hasten to College, 
And assist the Vice-chan: with professional knowledge, 


When the culprit on trial each subterfuge tries, 


And defends a bad cause with base shuffling and lies: N 
| Or, as England's Commissioner, manage the prizes, 1 
Which she wins from a foe, whom she beats and despises, 3 
And consign to the captors with little remorse A 
All the Spanisht, except a small poundage of course: Y 
Or at ease in the Commons, reclin'd in your chair, 3 
When executors sad to your levee repair, ; 2 
You administer oaths at a shilling apiece, . I 
And accumulate wealth by a rapid increase: 4 F 
Or bewigg'd and berob'd you attend convocation“, 42 
Which sleeps seven years for the good of the nation; * 


＋ Titles of honour universally known. 
+ Of Christ College. In the Delegates Court. 
8 Assessor to the Chancellor and Commissary of the University of Cambridge, 
offices of infinite dignity and unknown emolument, 


+ The Spanish, in Grose's and all the best modern Glossarles, means money of 
every description. 


* The convocation meet I think with the birth of every new parliament, and 
Sleep till its dissolution, 


— — oe wr 
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Or indulge with a licence some soft sighing miss, 
Certain passport to Hymen's pure permanent bliss; 
Or as readily loosen the fetters you bound, 

Should the matron (rare accident) tripping be found: 
Give me, all I desire, half an hour of your time, 


And whate'er your employ, list, O list to my rhyme. 


To what hardships poor poets are doom'd to submit! 
We are knock'd down by dulness, and cut up by wit, | 
By malice misconstrued, by learning despis'd, | 
Abus'd by our foes, by our friends catechiz'd, 

Ah Jack! what remarks on my Tr:fles I hear! 
They're profane and political, vulgar, severe, 


Flat and flimsy, and fulsome, and vastly too dear. 


PETER PURITAN thinks the Newmarket report 
Should not have been fram'd in a clerical court, ; 
And the mention of Sampson's lost vision and hair 


Is deriding* the truths that the scriptures declare, 


* This absurd and infamous insinuation has, I am told, been circulated, and 
contemptible though it be, I have condescended to notice it, The same candid and 
Judicious readers may perhaps pass a similar sentence upon this justification, 


DD — * 
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Honest Peter, believe me or not as you please, 95 
shall state the plain truth, and be quite at my ease; 
Heaven knows I intended no blasphemous sneer, * 
If my language is light, yet my faith is sincere, 

* In my Saviour I trust, and my God I revere, * 


Rank Republicans scout me, because I advance 
Facts hostile to Regicide, Atheist France, 
And expose to the public derision and hate 
Those, who talking reform, sap in secret the state. 
Staunch Royalists think me too squeamish and nice, 
When I speak of cool gunpowder Priestly and Price, 
Who practice delusion, not exercise reason, 


And preach from their pulpits sedition and treason, 


In stature, in wisdom, in dignity great, 
The pride of the peerage, and prop of the state, 
Lord HotLiynocky says, © that my subjects are low, 
That to fortune and birth no distinction I show, 


| + Poeta loquitur. 

Most of the names of the Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen critics, are taken from 
the Bath Guide, and of course are inapplicable to any but the Original Proprietors, 
as Anstey was never suspected of painting from nature. | 
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That I pay no respect to the rank of a peer, 


© For I've mention'd but one, and that one, with a sneer. 


. Ves, another, whose virtues (e' en envy declares) 
* Add a lustre and grace to the mitre he wears. 
We think, we Plebeians, a truth that can't hurt us, 
* Nobilitas vera et unica virtus: | 
And believe me, my Lord, I was happy to find 
The truest nobility, greatness of mind, 


And expansion of soul, in a Bishop combin'd. 


Major WEATHERCOCK yesterday spoke of my lays 
In astile of the most unequivocal praise, 
To-day wishing to humour a splenetic dame, 
Takes another direction, and hesitates blame *. 


Mild Postrivz's sentence was given at once, 
He thought me at first, and still thinks me a dunce, | 
And always shall think; then with much unreserve 


Says © I'm coarse without humour, and harsh without nerve.” 


|| Poeta iteram, 


* This has been the ease in more instances than one, but I have never been 80 
lucky as to find a favorable succeed an unfayorable opinion. 


8 
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Little BRAINLESS, as soon as my book was in print, 
Shook his head, and exclaim'd, he could find nothing in't.“ 


Hoarse RANTER my epilogues treats with neglect, 
They wont do for mouthing, and want stage effect. 


Dicxy Dis rich, the Poet, thinks proper to say, 3 | 
He could spin me a thousand such lines in a day, 


And bad as they are, very likely he may. 


Jack SURLY, whose character none will dispute, 
4 Who affects to appear, what he is, a mere brute; , 3 
j "Tis his custom, JACK SURLY growls out in a huff, 4 
| 


J am sick, cursed sick, of this lullaby stuff. : 


tBiLLY DASHER my gallantry does not admire, 


Deficient in energy, rapture, and fire, 


PHIL FR1G1D abuses the warmth of my song, 


Expressions too glowing, and painting too strong. 


Qu x GxNus expected a classical feast, 


: Same Greek compositions, or Latin at least, 


+ Quot homines, tot sententiae. 


Says he's fond of old "Homer's Eneid, and partial 


To Maro, and Virgil, and Horace, and Martial, 
But whatever is English he holds at a distance, 
For he construes Corderyt—with Ainsworth's assistance. 


KiT COCKER computes the expence of the press, 
And wonders the price of the book is not less, 
So thin in the girt, so uncommonly taper, 


There's nothing for money, but margin and paper. 


A shrewd sensible Squire, on economy bent, 
Did not chuse to subscribe, but to wait the event, 
In hopes some fine lady, or bigot of party, 
(She slighted, and he in French politics hearty;) 
Would dispose of the Triſſes, at waste paper price, 
To line boxes, or wrap coffee“, sugar and spice; 
And I've heard that the Squire, when the price was beat down, 


Did for eighteen-pence buy what was sold tor a crowny: 


+ A book, that has the singular distinction of being the last and the first in small 
and great grammar schools, 


* Deferar in vicum vendentum thus et odores. - 


Many bad bargains of this kind I hear have been made, and afterwards parted 
with at a considerable loss, 


OE ue ' — 


Thus stripp'd of five shillings, bamboozled and cheated ! 


* Pointless Epilogues meant female prattlers to vex, ” 
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I have heard too an agent is ready and willing 
To sell any quantity dear at a shilling; 
And from certain authority 1 have been told, 


That the copies for nine-pence are commonly sold. 
Ah luckless subscribers, you're shamefully treated, 


* A subscription so large (I hear IN VID Us say) 
Gives a right to a Poem Didactic, or Play, 

*« To the Bath Guide of Anstey“, Boscawen's Translations , 
To the Sonnets of Charlotteh, and Clubbe's Imnations}. ' 
* Your Subscribers have got an Epistle to Bure, 


Anti- jacobin, slavish, a ponderous work; 
Stuff to Laura; to Ladies and Gentiemen Trash, 


Nameless Trifles, a wretched farrago and hash, 


Pert Apologies, cruel lampoons on the sex, 


* A Poet, who exactly answers Horace's description, 
ut sibi quivis 
Sheret idem, zudet multum, frustraque laboret 
Ausus idem. 
+ A Translator of Horace with great merit, 


$ Sonnets that want no recommendation, 


+ Imitations of the same description. 


11 


„A New System, insipid ; the Fiddle-case, old, 

« The Disection, in prose much more pleasantly told, 

% Hymeneals, the Ladies themselves do not liłke em, 

« There is nothing that's neat, nothing novel to strike em, 

* Remembrances, Which there 1s httle to think on, *? 

« Dull Lines in a note to the Bishop of Lincoln, 

% An Address to a Father, lamenting his Son, - 
* Without pathos or poetry, very ill done. 

J am now to the end of the catalogue come, 


„And can see nothing more for so splendid a sum. 


The statement's correct, I acknowledge it true, "= 
Farewell, my small critics, cheap buyers, adieu, 


* I laugh at your comments, your custom, and you. 


But it mortally hurts me the Ladies to find 


To the language of friendship nor candid nor kind, 
Tis said, but I cannot believe what I hear, 


That they think me unfit for a delicate ear. 


Lady Lor ry looks down on the strange dedication 


| To beauty and worth, without title or station, 


C 
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Never heard of the name, but is led to suppose 


She's the wife of a parson, whom nobody knows. 


Fair Mrs. ROUGE-DRAGON complains I've confin'd 
To one female the beauties of person and mind, 


Then returns to her glass, and pronounces me blind. 


Mrs. CANDOUR goodnatur'dly seems to lament 
The suspicions she spreads, if she does not invent, 
Hints and fears and surmises 30 equally blends, 

So adroitly excuses, so ably defends, 


She secures me my foes, and she loses my friends. 


Stale Maidens, from love's tender passion secure, 
Of persons untouch'd, and of principles pure, 
Whose charms, never great, are fast waning away 
In hopeless virginity's wretched decay; 

Lone Widows, from conjugal comforts debarr'd, 
Who think with some reason their destiny hard; 
Unfortunate Wives, who wake only to weep, 

Consign'd by cold husbands to undisturb'd sleep, 
All, shock'd at my levity, blame beyond measure 


Days of ease, and chaste nighis of connubial pleasure. 
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Sweet Miss SOPHY SUGARCANE, who takes the lead in 
A fondness for useful agreeable reading, 
Bids her confidante, Betty, examine the trunk, 
Take and burn the vile Tr:fles, and bring her the Monk. 


The mirror of maidens, Miss FuBBY FATARMIN, 
Thinks my Valentine wishes extremely alarming, 
Then to Romeo turning, who sighs by her side, 


Says * No, no,” to his wishes to make her his bride. 


The Widow QU1iCKLACKIT looks out for a second, 
When a week for her first poor departed is reckon'd, 
And shock'd at the length my ideas are carried, 


In a fortnight the dear dainty widow is married. 


Mrs. N1MIN1PIMINY, bit by the spleen, 
Asks a gallant gay Captain, deep critic I ween, 
What is meant by that odd sort of word Magazine. 
The gay Captain replies with a satisfied air, 


Such as touches the heart of the sensitive fair; 


* Two negatives make an affirmative. 
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* Why in war, Ma'am, it means a collection of arms, 
* And in love it denotes a rich storehouse of charms, ” 
Beauty, elegance, grace, and all these in excess, 
Such as you, and you only, dear Madam, possess. 

* Thank'ee, Captain, (the lady delighted replies, 
While the simper of silliness lightens her eyes) 


Then you think me, I clearly perceive what you mean, 


* The Gentleman's, what is it's name, Magazine. 


Will the Ladies permit me to offer before 'em 


A story well known and of perfect decorum ? 


When *Salisbury's fam'd Countess was dancing with glee, 
The stocking's security fell from her knee, 

Rival beauties and courtiers (they could not do less) 
Kindly pitied the fair, and enjoy'd her distress, 

Allusions and hints, sneers and whispers went round, 

And the Trifle was scouted, and left on the ground; 

But Edward the Brave, with true soldier like spirit, 


Cries, © the garter is mine, tis the order of merit, 


* The origin of the Order of the Garter every schoolboy and schoolgirl know 


was owing to this dreadful calamity, that befel the Countess of Salisbury in Edward 
the Third's time. 15 f 


« The first Knights of my court shall be happy to wear 
« (Proud distinction) the garter that fell from the fair, 

« Whilst in letters of gold ('tis your Monarch's high will) * 
& Shall these words be inscrib'd, Ill to him who thinks ill. 


Fair critics, whenever to propagate scandal, 
My innocent Triſles severely you handle, 
When, by fancy assisted, you stoop to invent, 
And impute to me meanings that never were meant, 
Or, by envy excited, you wish to impeach 
Beauty, virtue, and excellence out of your reach, 


* Ill to her who thinks ill,“ be the motto of each. 


But a truce with the Fair: my sad history ends 


With professional critics and goodnatur'rd friends. 


As I knew that SMELLFEUNGUS was tender and a. 
Ere I ventur'd to publish, I ask'd his advice, | 
And he readily gave it ; * These verses are flat” 
This is gross adulation; sarcastical that; 
Here you're wrong, there not right; much too ludicous this,” 


Sure you seem to take pleasure in doing amiss. 


Political doctrines expunge from the Letter ; ” 

* You'll make it too short. O the shorter the better: 
« Let the Valentine stolen from Cotton“, no doubt, 

* Birthdays, Balls, Hymeneals, all, all be left out. ,, 

« Your Apologies, Epilogues, must be supprest. 

All a joke. Well, the Ladies enjoy not a jest, 
Where your praises of one are abuse of the rest. 

* You'll leave me too much; any other objection? 
„Why no, nothing more, only burn your collection. 

I heard him, and true to a maxim well known, 


First got his opinion, then follow'd my own, 


If you wish for bad news, you may safely depend, 


Not so much on your foe, as the zeal of your friend. 


My dear GADABOUT ransacks the country and town, 
To enquire in what manner the Triſles go down, 


Then runs to inform me with racer like speed, 


That (he's sorry to say it) they do not succeed: 


* A Clergyman and Poet of great piety and purity, two of whose lines I bor- 
rowed without acknowledgment, and applied them as he had done; but as they 


were supposed to be mine, they were of course much reprobated by some deep-read, 
delicate proviacial critics of both sexes, 


of | 


That he thought it his duty to tell me the worst, 


And the best act of friendship to tell it me first. 


Poros“, self plac'd in the Stagyrite's chair, 
That my Triſſes are trifling, ” is pleas'd to declare, 
Nothing splendid; to strength not the smallest pretence, 
Verses empty of substance, and sound without sense: 
Neither fancy, nor humour, nor ease nor address, 
No poetical merit does Stewart possess. 

Poor fellow ! unless Pope or Prior he rifles, ” 


* Too trifling for e'en a collector of Trifles. ” 


The MiIRRORTH asserts, that “the title's a trick, 


* Ostentatious humility, making him sicx; 


* PoMPoso and company, in their eagerness to blame, will not recollect the real 


and professed intention of my publication; it purported to be a Collection of Trifees, 
and it was meant, not for the public at large, but for a very numerous acquaintance 


who wished much for its appearance, and for their friends who chose to be subscrib- 
ers, Nothing of importance was promised, and to bring down the heavy metal of 


critical artillery against my efuscula, is breaking a butterfly upon a wheel, 


+ The MonTaLy Mirror, *Trifles in verze! We are sick of this ostenta- 


tious humility, which at once degrades the author and insults the understanding of 
the reader. Our reprobation of the title, however, is not meant to extend to the 
contents of this publication, which indicate no ordinary poetic talents, ” | 


„* — — oe 
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© Tis a farce, that's so common, it cannot succeed, 
It degrades those who write, and inuslts those who read. 
But his censure, I thank him, no farther extends, 


Tho' the title he blames, the contents he commends. 
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A PROFESSIONAL CRITIC}, of exquisite taste, 
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* Tho' my verse is unequal, my rhymes are not chaste, 
Says © I'm not quite devoid of the powers of a poet, 
And some Lines on a Marriage completely will shew it. 


„Which, tho' founded, it seems, on the play of a pun, ” 


(Sure the worst sort of play) are lines not badly done. 


„ — — 
* 


* That an Ehigram too (tho' the point's rather rough)“ 


| | * On the Birthday of Witless, be thinks—neat enough. ” 


* But d:sparage to savage*, by way of a rhyme, ” 


In the lowest burlesque would be reckoned a crime, 


T The BxTrisn CriTIC. “ These verses are unequal, yet, that the author is 
not destitute of the taleats of a port, will ccmpletely appear by some lines, though 
founded on a pun. The Efigram, on the thirticth of January, being the birth- day 
of some blockhead, is neat enough. Such substitutes for rhymes as aasee and di- 
frarage, are not allowable even in the lowest builesque; and there are a {cw more 
zuch faults, but altogether the Triſet have merit. 


* This unfortunate no-rhyme did certainly escape observation, till it was too late 


to amend it, but I did not suppose that a single error would be so severely repre- 
hended by any critic, 


1 
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« Yet in spite of this fault and some moref of the kind, 
(Which the Critic I trust will be puzzled to find) 
He declares with a candid and liberal spirit, 


„ Altogether—the Trifles—perhaps—may—have—merit,” 


If the Critic speak out in a fair manly strain, 
And condemn me at once, I will scorn to complain, 
But a strange sort of see- sawę between that and this, 
Now high, and now low, now up master, now miss, 
Flat spiritless censure, faint negative praise, 

I deprecate this for the fate of my lays; 

E'en for this bold attempt, which 1 feel must be vain, 
One feather from Anstey's rich plumage to gain, 
While I follow with steps all unequal the path, 
Where I'm led by the Guide and the Poct of Bath. 


Blest Bard, who possest of each talent to please, 


Rich in humour and fancy, unrivall'd in ease, 


» 


+ An author never knows his own deficiencies; if the Trifles have any merit, I 
thought and still think it is in the accuracy of the rhymes, and with the exception 
of the above and perhaps one or two others, I do not believe a fourth instance can 
be produced in thirteen hundred lines, 


# Pope's Prologue to his Satires, 


D 
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Whether Simkin's mischances our laughter excite, 

Or Jenny to dance dress and fashion invite, | 
Or Eliza's sweet strain give a softer delight, | 
Wich happy facility varies the measuret, 

And, as oft as he changes, increases our pleasure: 

With power, more than magic, invades every part, 

First plays round the head, then approaches the heart, 
Controuls me at will, makes me pensive or merry, 


I scarce know where I am, if at Bath+ or at Bury\. 


How many unfortunate dealers in rhyme 
Have wasted pure paper, pens, patience and time, 
In attempting the stile, flow and wit of the Guide, 


And not one has succeeded of all who have tried. 


I have enter'd the lists and the number increast ; 


I of all imitators the last and the least, 


* Perhaps the line would be better thus, 
« With each change of his characters varies the measure. 


| + I have not attempted this inimitable variety, but only what he calls, 
The splayfoot measures of his Simkin's lays. 


+} Two places as like each other as Macedon and Monmouth, there is a B in both, 
Modo me Thebis, modo fronit Athenis, 
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What I cannot attain, unrepining admire, 
And baffled, but not disappointed, retire. 5 


For I never have tasted fam'd Helicon's fount, 


Nor aspir'd to the top of Parnassus's mount; 


My ambition has been, my ambition is still, 


To pick a few flowers at the foot of the hill, 


A mere gleaner of Triſles, a holyday bard, 


To the friends I esteem, and the fair I regard; 


Content, if my toils are rewarded the while 


If WADDINGTON, better beloved by the muse“, 


My verse far inferior with pleasure peruse ; 


the Verses to Mr. Burke on the loss of his son. 


So sweetly sings the nightingale, 
The thorn within her breast: 

And oft her plaintive notes prevail, 
And sooth the soul to rest. 


So Burke ſor thee would pour his prayer, 
Had he thy sorrows known; 

Congenial minds their griefs will share, 
And feel them as their own, 


Oh! may thy prayer effectual prove 
To heal Burke's wounded heart: 
And every blessing from above 
May Heaven to both impart. 


With the kindness of friendship and beauty's blest smile: 


* This will clearly appear by the following lines, written to the author of 


1 
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If your judgment, dear E:iSHER, unbiass'd defend, 
What your friendship inclines you with warmth to commend, 
If, as once in the law, in the critical court, 

Cool CAaMPBELL's* sound sense my pretensions support; 
If with learning, wit, candour and elegance grac'd, 


Bux B'RY“ give me some credit for classical taste. 


Thrice happy, if Burke, all accomplish'd, declare 
That I sooth for a moment the pangs of despair, 
That the feelings of sympathy solace impart 


To the deep Seated sorrow that preys on his heart. 


If the Fair, all attractive, disdain not my song, 


She, to whom the perfections of beauty belong, 


Sweet ——— blest with youth, figure and grace, 
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Whose mind keeps the promise that's made by her face, 
Where, charming variety, loveliness glows 


In the lily's pure tint, and rich blush of the rose: 


* Jonn CAMPBELL, Esq. who attended the Cockpit five days, in a caufe of 
great importance, with complete success and without a fee. 


+ Sir CuarLes Bunsuxy, whose subscription was accompanied with these 
fattering and sterling lines. | ; 
For the Triffes in verse, give me leave to propose 
These light and new playthings, these Triffes in rose; 
With pleasure the Critic your poetry quotes, 
And Newland's, we know, are unparallel'd Notes, 
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Unassuming her air, unaffected her ease, 


Who has only to wish, and is certain, to please; 
Who, with sense and distinguishing judgment endued, 


Scorns the tricks of the flirt, the coquet, and the prude, 


And, disdaining the little finesses of art, 
Gives to one, not distributes, the prize of her heart. 


If she to my labours her Sanction. accord, 
'Tis the first of my wishes, my noblest reward; 
Save this, that my six orphan daughters approve 


The sad dictates of duty, of friendship, and love. 


10 


ANNA, FAN N, Mary, Sor HX, ELISABETH, 
AND ALETHEA STEWART, 


Written in a blank leaf of the Collection of Trifles in verse. 
eee. 
To Anna“ with my fondest love, 
And may you, like my Nancy, prove, 


Be what your mother was before, 


Your friend, your father asks no more. 


The same to the other five. 
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Fair was her form, and modest grace 

Beam'd in the mildness of her face; 

No obvious, no obtrusive charms, 

To call admirers to her arms, 

But charms, from public view retir'd, 

That almost fear'd to be admir'd: 


Yet tho' they lov'd the gaze to shun, 


Charms, that unsought would not be won. 


Pure was her mind, from earliest youth 
The Seat of innocence and wad; 
The tear, adown her cheek that stole, 
Spoke her soft sympathy of soul; 
| Superior she to female art, 
That wins, and then torments, the heart, 
Her own with generous frankness gave, 


To gain the lover, not the slave. 


Such was the maid; in married life 
She shone the mother and the wife; 


Domestic cares her sole employ, 


Her children were her only joy; 
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Har breast their infant wants supplied, 
Her love no youthful wish denied, 
For all she liv'd, for one she died. 

O may you be, like her, rever'd, 
To husband, children, friends endear'd, 
In form, in mind, in spotless fame, 


In all, but fortune, be the same; 


Then will your father's sorrows cease, 


And my last days be days of peace. 


OE 


FINIS, 
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